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Falling Down 


Author's Notes: 
So this is the first time I\ve written a one shot! | hope it turned out good! 


"Jon, baby | think you need to get some help’ 

"Why, Dorothea?! l'm ine!" 

"Then why are you trying to drown yourself in alcohol?" 
"| want to for the hell of it! What's it to you?!" 

"Jonny, I'm worried about youl This isn't healthy! 


"Stop worrying! That's the problem! Everybody's always fuckin’ worried! If | say I'm fine, then I'm fine! | just 


need to be alone for a while okay?" 


Dorothea pauses, scared eyes staring into my cold, blackened ones. 
"Okay, I'll be in the bedroom then" 


| sigh with relief when she leaves the room, taking another swig of the half empty bottle of Vodka. | promised 
her | would stop and never go back to being the sad drunkened shell of a man that | once was. | told her the 
urges were gone, that | didn't need alcohol to make things appear to be better in my already fucked up life. | 
lied to myself though. | couldn't stop even though the want for it to be over was major. | just don't have the 
strength nor the belief. | drink again, closing my eyes as the effects start to kick in, the warmth of the liquid 
settling further into my body. | stumble over to the shadowed couch, lightened only by the bright moonlight, 
and collapse onto it with a heavy huff. | run a hand along the strands of my overly bleached blonde hair, 
letting my fingers linger down the side of my neck before exploring my tanned chest. | stop moving my hand 
and look down at the bottle still clutched in my other hand. | should stop. | really should stop. Right now. 


"But why? It doesn't fucking matter anyway!" | say out loud before drinking the last drops of the alcohol. 


"| mean, it's not like my life will get any better! At least let me have some fun for a while! What's the harm in 
that?!" 


Leaning back, | look up at the ceiling and enjoy the feeling of my mind and body relaxing immediately. All my 
troubles disappear, the swirling never ending cycle of pain and misery vanishes. | smile. No more fucking 
responsibilities, no more worrying about right and wrong. For now, I'm free. | always forget what it feels like to 
be free. Normally, | feel trapped, in a prison of my existence. None of it is fun anymore. Not the touring, not 
the performing, nothing. Maybe because it's been 30 years of the same damn thing, maybe l'm just bored with 
it. Or sick and tired of people relying on me for every goddamn thing and then giving me shit when | fuck up 
the slightest bit. Heaven forbid Jon Bon Jovi screws up! Let the whole fucking world stop! The feeling of being 
used like a wound up toy on replay is me in a nutshell. There, now you know the real me. Not the image of 


rockstar Bon Jovi that always aims to please. Just me. 
"Ah fuck! My true colors are showing!" | yell, laughing to myself. 


Being drunk lets loose the solid brick walls enclosed on my humanity, making them tumble into a huge pile of 
debris. It's unsettling but at the same time exhilarating. To be reminded that my feelings are real and that l'm 
somewhat normal is like a breath of fresh air, because most of the time | feel like a fucking robot on crack. | 
realize | work myself too hard, but it's an addiction There's no way for me to stop it. If you wanna be big, you 
have to aim big. There's no room for breaks. And maybe that's why | keep pushing the people | care about 
away, because my ego and pride is relentless. Because | can't stop for one second and acknowledge the fact 
that they're the best part of my life, the reason | find the will to live another day. Richie tried to get me to 
see that, but my stubbornness pushed him away. | ruined what we could've had, what we should've had. Now 
he's on his own, touring as far away from me and the band as he possibly can. And it's all my fault. If people 
really wanna know why l'm broken, why | insist on killing every piece of my heart and soul in alcohol, then it's 


because his love for me failed. 


"And now your gone Richie! I'll never get you back!" 


My eyes fill with tears, beginning their sorrowed journey by running down my cheeks. We would've had 
everything together. | would've left Dorothea for him. He was my world, my everything. Its no bullshit when | 
say that he was my soulmate, my one true love. | knew it from the moment | appointed him to be my 
guitarist, my songwriting partner and my right hand man We both knew it. And when we said, "I love you" for 
the first time right after making sweet, gentle love, it came with no surprise. But it was good to hear it from 
him anyway. It made me feel important and loved, something | hadn't felt in a very long time. As much as it 
pains me to admit, my feelings can no longer be that way. | pushed him to the point of breaking, | took him for 
granted over and over again. | just don't fucking think and in those moments | don't care. What | want, | get, no 
matter the cost. And it hurts, every time | think about it, it fucking kills me. Because | hurt him, | broke him 
too. And there's no apology in the world that would bring him back. So now, I'm left alone. Maybe if | just drink 
and drink until | see blackness, then everything will go away. I'll be at peace again. But | know that Richie's voice 
would be in my head, telling me to stop being an over dramatic drama queen, to straighten up and cut the shit. 
And that encouragement is enough for me to move on, to try and make my life the best that it can be. 


| wipe my hands across my eyes, diminishing any last tears threatening to release and remove myself from 
the couch. Stumbling to the end of the room, | look back, eyes roaming every inch, imagining if he was standing 
right there. And | just picture him; the way his eyes glowed with warmth, the way his smile radiated any 
room he walked into, the way his soft gentle hands roamed up and down my body as we kissed full of love and 
passion | gulp down a hiccuped sob before turning my back to the room, leaving to return back to my wife, to 


my life in Bon Jovi and to my life as a devoted father, but not before departing with a last depressing whisper. 
"I'm sorry Richie. I'm so sorry." 


~ The End ~ 


